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Columbia Grafonola 
Price $200 - 


Other Models 
$15 to $350 
Prices in Canada plus duty 





Columbia Superiority is measured by Columba ne 


HE COLUMBIA tone-arm plays a vital part in the perfection of Columbia TONE. ‘If the reproducer may 
be compared to the pulsing heart of a human being, the tone-arm would represent the artery through which 
the life-blood ebbs and flows. 


So smooth and perfect are its walls of seamless drawn tapered tubing that the. flow of sound-waves is unobstructed 
until the tone-chamber outlet is reached. ' ‘There is no abrupt angle—not so much as a screw—to interrupt or deflect 
the sound-waves set in motion by the vibrating needle-arm; every curve is scientifically designed to make the path 
of these waves to the tone chamber as ‘direct as it can be made. 





Even the taper is calculated in less than ten-thousandth parts of an iach to provide a perfect expanding passage 
for the sound-waves to the tone-chamber. The cc nection with the tone-chamber is made by the exclusive Colum- 
bia “bayonet-joint” that not only eliminates all rattle and vibration, but prevents an abrupt turn even here, so 
that no part of the waves is deflected anywhere. 

Every part of the Columbia Grafonola contributes with scientific, marvelous precision to the tone-effect that is 
part of the Grafonola—the tone-effect of Jife. 











Look for the “music-note” trade-mark—the mark of a genuine Columbia Grafonola 
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To Our Soldiers and Sailors 





“I can’t understand why they elected Dorothy captain! She 
doesn’t know a thing about drill!” 

“Very true, dear. But she does give the most delightful 
luncheons !” 
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WAR is a fierce business, but it has its humors. 

Many of the jests it develops are grim, and most 
of them are as definite as the explosion of a bomb or the 
crack of shrapnel. 

Thousands of jokes have come from the decks, from 
the field and from the trenches. They epitomize experiences 
that try men’s souls, and show the reaction to sanity. 

And the greatest relief the soldier or the sailor finds in the 
strenuous life he leads is in reading, at odd moments, the happier 
magazines sent to him by those back home who realize his need for 
relaxation. 

JUDGE wishes to encourage in our soldiers and sailors the habit of 
humor, and thus invites from them the jests and “‘wheezes” that 
spring from their active experiences on shipboard, in camp, at the 
front and in the trenches. 

JUDGE will pay its customary rates for anything acceptable of 
this sort and will forward to such contributors copies of the magazine 
containing their efforts. 

And JUDGE will give each soldier and sailor personal credit for 
his work. 

Where the jests are susceptible of illustration, they will be 
handed to artists competent to picture them. And if it should 
happen that the soldier or the sailor himself discloses illustrative 
talent, that talent will be encouraged for the gratification of the 
amateur artist and the entertainment of JUDGE’S half million 
of readers. 
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SEND IN YOUR WORK, BOYS 
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JUDGE 225 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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Judge’s Tren .h Christmas Fund 
OW MANY 


of JupGe’s half-million readers will take part 


in the big Trench Christmas now planning? 
containing such welcome 


like to 


front. 


JUDGE wants to send a gift box, 


things as candy, talcum powder, tooth paste, and the 


each American soldier at the 


Will you contribute? 


Thanks to the generous assistance 


given JupDGE by the American Defense 


Society, there will be no clerical or ship 
ping expenses to be deducted from the 


Fund. Every cent of the money you 





give will go into the Christmas boxes, 
which will be supplied at cost. 
next 


Chink of the men you know who will be “out there”’ 


Christmas, and of what these boxes of good cheer will mean to 
them! 
What will be your share in that celebration? 


How much will you give? 


For further information, see announcement on another page” 


of this number 


The Humors of War 

IS HONOR has enlisted! 

bit too portly to look well on a horse, 
accepted by the recruiting sergeant as a sort of lay chaplain—a 
rollicking old codger who seemed to have a knack for 


Too old to shoulder a gun, and a 
he was nevertheless 


genial, 
keeping the boys in spirits. 


And so he’s going to France. He thought that if Santa 
Claus—a man considerably his senior—could get about so 
spryly, there was no reason why he couldn’t, too. 


He’ll be a familiar figure in the camps and trenches. (It 
is easy to spot him.) He’ll be found swapping stories with 
the and spinning ridiculous yarns, and delivering him- 


boys, 
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self of whimsical philosophy with as much unblinking solem- 
nity as though he were terribly in earnest. 

Yet with him it will never be a one-sided affair. He does not 

presume to be a monologist—never airs his ego in public. He | 


is simply the moving spirit that sets going a genial give-and 
take, a witty free-for-all. When anyone confesses to carrying a 
concealed joke about him, His Honor is always the first to say: 
*Let’s have it!”’ 

So, men in the camps, on shipboard and in the trenches, we 
trust that you will return his friendliness in kind and hold up 
your end of the story-swapping. Any good ones you give him 
he’ll pass along to the other fellows. And he’ll pay for the 
pleasure at regular rates. 

In case you think of something funny when he doesn’t hap 
pen to be on the spot, just send it, before you forget it, to his 
New York office. His private secretary will see that it reaches 
him. See particulars on the contents page. 


Sixes and Sevens 
ALL every man a traitor who would pause to debate the 
price-fixing scheme at Washington. Then when you see 
the thing in operation, wonder where they dug up enough 
idiots to pass it. 
* 

John D. Rockefeller’s favorite poem is ** The Charge of the 
Light Brigade.” Still he Tennyson might have 
consolidated stanzas, shut down strophes, chopped the over- 
head, and reduced the charge generally. 

* 

If we go on giving them rope, some of our amateur traitors 

may get the hang of it. 


can see where 


# 


Our food before it can be our food has to show our inspectors 

that it is pure enough, cheap enough, and plentiful enough. 
# 

Roosevelt and Bryan are supporting Wilson right up to the 
handle, but they are a unit in holding that you can’t have your 
third term till you have had your first, and that the three terms 
need not be consecutive. 

2 

Serpent or no serpent, Eve’s apple would be growing yet if 

Hoover could have got Eden on the long distance. 




















HOW THIS FELLOW 





IS GROWING! 
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Geraldine 
HEN Geraldine was aged ten 
She was so hard to please; 

She mourned because her fluffy skirts 
Were nearly to her knees. 
Then would she search the attic 
For gowns of bygone days, 
And sweep along the boulevard 

In truly grown up ways. 


trunks 


Ah, Geraldine is twenty-one, 
Her childish ways have fled; 
For bygone gowns with trailing skirts 
No more her tears are shed. 
And yet I fear her mind reverts 
To childhood days again; 
Although her years are twenty-one, 
Her skirts are scarcely ten! 
—Joe Cone. 


Gossip at the Nineteenth, Hole 
“Old Stentor isn’t speaking to Pepps 
any more.” 
“Why not?” 
“Well, Pepps told him the Hillside 
course would just suit his game, it had 
such a fine echo.” 


AUTUMN 
Why Not? 
“Do you think it is right, mama, for 
him to spend all that money on me?”’ 
“Why not? If he isn’t going to marry 
you, you much in: and if he 
is, you are only establishing a proper 
precedent.” 


are so 


March of Events Back Home 

Hicks—What became of old Boggs, 
who used to run the old one-horse country 
store? 

Wicks—Say, that old Reno is getting 
to be a regular plute, selling second-hand 
flivvers. 

The Proper Occasion 

“Loogy yuh, sah! Why did yo’all 
whip yo’ wife when she was sick?” 

“Uh-kaze I couldn’t whip dat hefty 
lady whilst she was at herse’f and had 
her stren’th, sah. I hatter wait a long 
spell and possess muh soul wid de patience 
o’ Job. But de Lawd was wid me, and 
bime-bye I kotched her whuh I could 
han’l her, and den I sho’ hommered her 
to make up for lost time.” 











THINGS WE NEVER SEE 


A bald-headed row at a classical concert. 


Dietetics Simplified 
WENT to Doctor Calory 
And said: ‘‘What must I do?” 
“Eschew,” said he, ‘What you would chew 
And chew what you'd eschew.”’ 


Much worse, to Doctor Protein 

I went: “Well, what say you?” 

“That must you chew which you eschew— 
Eschew that which you chew.” 


To Doctor Gastric then I went: 
“You chew,” quoth he, “‘the day 
You should eschew—by whose 
I do not chews to say.” 


mistake 


To Doctor Oldschool—in despair!— 
I said: ‘‘ Doc, name my food.” 
““My boy,” said he, “‘eat any, save 
The fodder that tastes good!” 
Albert E. Hoyt. 


In the Way 
He was making his arrangements to 
spend the summer at a farmhouse. 

“What have you in the way of 
scenery?” he asked. 

“There ain’t nothin’ in the way but a 
couple o’ mountains,”’ replied the farmer. 
“If it wasn’t fer them you could 
see scenery clear to the County 
seat.” 

O To Be One! 

Saradine Swelchic (reading) 
—The Queen of England re- 
ceived the American Red Cross 
nurses at the palace yesterday. 

Vera de Snobbe (excitedly)— 
Where is the nearest recruiting 
station? And how much does 
it cost to enlist? 


His Offishness 

“You will at least admit for 
the sake of argument that the 
world is round, and——’”’ 

** Nothing of the kind!”’ inter- 
rupted J. Fuller Gloom. 

“Well, then, it is flat, if that 
suits you. Now és 

“No, it isn’t. It is crooked, 
and I don’t want to argue.” 





























Miss Van Astor who believes in “Doing Her Bit’’ (for the newspapers, etc.) 





THE WILDCAT wildcat cannot be blamed if he seeks the skin of man. Only, 
HE wildcat is an animal that suffers from neglect of educa- however, the animal is more skinned against than skinning. 
tion along the lines of etiquette. Home training might The West has but one answer to the world-wide query: 
have done much for the wildcat, but the rattle of the bar across __‘‘ How shall the allies win the war?”’ 
the door, instead of the gentle swishing of the externally-hung That answer is: 
latchstring has always been the householder’s greeting to this “Raise wildcats in the trenches and sick ’em on the enemy.” 


misunderstood animal. —Arthur Chapman. 


Also the free application of the word “wildcat” to 
various forms of investment, such as oil stocks, mining 
shares, etc., has tended to make the wildcat a bit resentful. 
No self-respecting wildcat likes to see its family name 
bandied about in such fashion on the financial pages of the 
newspapers. 

The favorite sport of the wildcat is to perch on the limb 
of a tree overhanging some mountain trail and then leap 
gently upon the shoulders of a passing cowboy or pros- 
pector. This is usually followed by a_ fight which 
results in the displacing of boulders, uprooting of trees, 
and the general rearrangement of scenery in the immediate 








vicinity. 
' There is no dog that will persistently hunt for wildcats. 
; Any hunting that is done on the part of the dog is quite 





by accident. The error is never repeated. Western people 
do not raise their windows at night and throw shoes or 
other missiles at wildcats on their back fences. In fact they 
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w ather lose ¢ | sleep at ni d : ; 

vould rather lose an hour or two of sl ep at night than to Apartment. egent—Are these your children? . 

cause any annoyance to so handsome a visitor. Prospective tenant—Yes; but they are not a bit noisy. Their music 
The wildcat’sskin is sought by man, and consequently the lessons take up all their time. 
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Culture Everywhere 


By DON HEROLD 


7 LANK! Blank! Blank! Blank!”’ 
It was the revolver in our left hand speaking. It was 


loaded with blanks 

* Blank!”’ 

The revolver in our right hand was loaded with real lead, 
but it, as yet, was silent 

It was a conductor on top a Fifth Avenue Bus at whom we 
were shooting. Accidentally we had been resting our elbow on 
the push button on the side rail and had been stopping the bus 
at each corner for about five blocks 

“GETCHER ELBOW OFF THAT BELL!” the conductor 
had yelled at us the full length of the bus 

Then it was we began to shoot. We shot five times. as 
mentioned above 

“Come here, our friend,” 
hands and open your mind to a new idea.’ 

The conductor did as instructed, at least with regard to 
coming nearer and throwing up his hands 

“There was no necessity for your roughness.” we said 
calmly. ‘We had no desire to keep our elbow on the push 
button. Since you have spoken to us about it, it isn’t an espe 
cially restful place for our elbow. And we are as anxious as 
anybody to have the bus move along as uninterruptedly as pos 
sible. You could have walked up here noiselessly and spoken to 
us quietly about the matter and we would have blushed with 
honest shame and apologized in a way that would have done 
your heart good. But you bawled us out in a way to embarrass 
not only us, personally, but every other person with sensibilities 
on top of this bus. Now the next time an elbow gets on a push 
button, you'll know better how to go about getting it off 
You are dismissed.” 

The conductor hung his head and turned and walked away 
He was thinking deeply 

Che man in the seat in front of us turned and grasped our 
It’s a great idea,”’ he said. ‘Where did you 


we said gently. ‘“* Throw up your 


hand warmly 
get it?” 

“Suggested to us by the war in Europe,” we said 
modestly 

“Well, it’s fine.”’ 

Other passengers came up and congratulated us. They all 
thought our idea was a good one, and they all said that they, 
too, were going to get revolvers and use them in their daily 
lives 

The bus was approaching a hardware store, and one large 
man suggested that we all get off and purchase revolvers with- 


out further delay. ‘‘ The new pedagogy!” he said, laughingly. 
\nd everybody agreed. The conductor consented to hold the 
bus. 

The idea will probably spread. 

So whenever you hear a shot in the night, hereafter, you 
may know that some stupid pilgrim is opening his mind to a 
new touch of sweetness and new rays of light. 


THE CAT OUT OF THE BAG 
OOD EXPERTS have at last let the cat out of the bag. 
They have announced with a commendable degree of 
finality that “your stomach is the center of your efficiency.” 
They have openly admitted it on the front end of a return post 
card. 

We are glad to hear it. For some time we have been more 
than reasonably certain that efficiency doesn’t center in one’s 
head or even in one’s heart. We have always suspected that it is 
of base origin, and we are mightily pleased to know that its 
central offices are at least no higher than the stomach. 

The world can now begin to make allowance for some of 
the bilious conclusions that efficiency experts have thrown up 
lately. Efficiency will hereafter be looked upon as alimentary, 
and not elementary. When some scribbulous benefactor of the 
race usurps two or three pages of good space in a magazine in- 
tended for semi-intelligent people in an effort to get us to cor- 
relate eye-batting and sniffling to save time and to standardize 
the curvature of our toe-nails to induce our socks to give way 
like the wonderful one-hoss shay, we shall know that all he 
needs is a little mechanotherapy on his tummy. And we 
shall feel more like giving it to him. 

Of course we are sorrier than ever for our poor, oppressed 
stomachs, which already have entirely too much to put up with 
It’s hardly fair that the stomach be made the center of any 
thing else. It is, and has been for some time, the center of most 
of our woe, our sleeplessness, and our poverty. To establish 
efficiency headquarters down there is grossly unfair, even if 
it is fitting. 

Nevertheless, we are more than willing that efficiency be 
centered in the stomach. If it is not too much trouble, we should 
like to have the learned experts arrange to keep it there. For 
the sake of all of us it must be kept away from the brain cavity 
and the tongue. When it is firmly fixed in its new headquarters, 
we shall move that all the doors be locked from the outside. 
Chen we shall expect every little gastric juice to do his duty 
fearlessly -H. W. Dee. 
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ELEVATORS AND STOCKS 
] STEPPED into the elevator of the Dilworth Building 
absent mindedly. and hazily noted that there was a new 
man at the wheel. 

I never had to tell the old fellow, who had turned the crank 
for ten years, where I wanted to get 
off. He knew it was the forty-fifth 
floor, and always stopped there. 

So when I saw the car whiz past 
the yellow letters “63” I was startled, 
came out of my walking trance (the 
stock market had hit me badly that 
morning) and howled, “ Forty-fifth! 
What the——’”’ 

But, looking at the figure at the 
wheel, I saw a young fellow with a smooth-shaven face and hair 





cut pompadour. 

He looked at me wickedly through the mirror. I was the 
only person in the car. He pressed down the lever, doubling 
speed. I saw the 125th flash by, followed, a moment later, by 
a crash. 

We had gone through the roof, which, I think was the r4gth 
Hloor, and shot toward the zenith 

Holding the lever down, the young fellow turned full on me 
and said blandly: 

“Now, old top. shell out. You’ve got a wad 
with you. If you don’t, we'll bump Jupiter or 
Arcturus before we stop.” 

I looked through the grating of the car, and 
saw what must be Broadway. It looked like an 
alley, and was fast disappearing. 

I handed the young fellow, who still smiled 
wickedly at me, all | had—maybe two thousand 
dollars 

He reached down under the mat that covered 
the bottom of the car and pulled out a parachute. 

“T see the air up here is too rare for you,” he 
said. “‘Here, take this, and jump!” He looked 
fantastic now, in that curiously clear light, and 
little green horns were visible on his head. 

[ opened the parachute and landed in a Jersey 
bog. I was back in New York in an hour and 
hurried to the Dilworth Building. 

The old man was standing outside the car, 
reading a paper. There was nothing unusual 
about the elevators. The old fellow said he had 
heen on the job all day. 

But the next day he disappeared, and 
settled down on a little farm in New Jersey, 
where he began the manufacture of military para 
chutes 

And that’s the reason I’m writing this from 
a lunatic asvlum.—Benjamin De Casseres. 


Amid the Lilies 
ITHIN a field where lilies were 
I stood, as twilight deepened fair; 
\bout me was the tremulous stir 
Of sentient sweetness in the air. 


In gown as white as miniver 
You came, and suddenly I knew 
Within that field where lilies were 
Phere was no lily like to you! 
-Clinion Scollard. 





Recalled to Life 
HEY met, drawn together by kinship in woe, 
In a place called Forgotten in regions below— 
Last Sunday’s newspaper, last year’s brilliant play, 
A popular song that had seen its short day, 
The styles of last season that made such a show 
(nd the stirring “best seller” of three years ago. 


Decrepit and haggard and sapped of all zest, 

Chere entered an ancient in search of his rest; 

But right at the doorway he turned with a sigh: 

‘They are calling me back. I must bid you good-bye.” 
‘“Who was that?” asked the newspaper limp and depressed. 
‘Why, that,” said the song, ‘was the tailor-bill jest.”’ 

Old fashions, old dramas, last year’s campaign lie 

Are dead and forgot; but a joke cannot die —Walter G. Doty. 


A Difference 
‘Fruit,’ said the Congenital Nut, “is so different from 
people!” 
“How come?” asked the Southern Gentleman. 
‘Fruit sometimes goes on working after it is canned 





With so many of our politicians putting away partisanship 
till after the war, somebody ought to make a fortune cornering 
mothballs. 
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“Just my luck! Told Jane I'd enlist and forget her, and now the 


recruiting officer says I’m too fat!” 








BUTTINGIN 


WALT - MASON, 





MET a six-foot fellow, and said to him, said I, “Oh, man 

with streak of yellow, why don’t you bleed and die? You 

hear your country calling for able-bodied ginks; while 
braver men are falling, you hunt for ice cold drinks. Oh, 
shame that you should linger, and loaf the hours away; I'll 
take you by the finger, and lead you to the fray. I’d hate to 
be a slacker and with the slackers stand, without a friend or 
backer, by all good Injuns canned.” 

I know, not what the jay meant, but, when my speech was 
said, he took me by the raiment and stood me on my head. 
It was a scene unnerving, and people laughed like sin; ‘That's 
what you are deserving,” they said, “for butting in.” ~ 

I saw a man abusing his gentle, patient wife, the bride 
of his own choosing, to be his chum through life. Big, husky, 
double-fisted, he pulled her auburn hair, her swanlike nose he 
twisted, he smote her with a chair. 

The brutal man I collared; he made my anger 
warm; “Come off your perch,” I hollered, “you 
fiend in human form! The man who'll swat a wo- 
man, or pull her pearly nose, is surely less than 
human, and what I tell you goes! Oh, when you 
used to court her, you told her, I expect, you’d 
fondle and support her, and cherish and protect. 
Along a path of roses you'd lead her, so you said; 
there’d be no pulling noses, or punching of her 
head. Now, listen, fiend, and mind me—” and even 
as I roared, his wife came up behind me and soaked 
me with a board. 

She spoiled my northwest gable, she knocked my 
head so flat I haven’t since been able to wear my 
Sunday hat. 

They put me on a shutter, and as they bore me 
off, I heard bystanders mutter, “The bloomin’, 
bleedin’ toff! They’ll patch his skull, we’re guessin’, 
with corrugated tin; the fellow needs a lesson 
who’s always buttin’ in.” 

Now I am strictly minding my personal affairs, 
and less of grief I’m finding, less worry, fewer cares. 
Though worlds may tear asunder, with an infernal 
din, I let them go to thunder, I am not butting in. 








HIS ABILITY 
“Ww SY do you invariably refer to him as the ‘able’ editor 
of The Weekly Palladium and Faithful Guardian of the 
Home and Fireside?” inquired the guest. 

“*B’cuz,” replied the landlord of the Petunia tavern. “In 
addition to conducting his newspaper and supporting a wife 
and six children all the year round, each summer he acts as 
our baseball umpire and does so in such a masterly manner 
that he is very seldom assaulted. He knows or don’t know 
sufficient about medicine to run regularly in his paper a column 
of cures for ’most everything. He leads the choir, instructs 
the young ladies of the broom-drill squad every time an en- 
tertainment of that sort is given, pulls teeth as a personal favor 
to his indigent readers, does sleight-of-hand tricks at the 
church, and stands ready to inform all anxious inquirers how 
to tan their hides and pelts, read character by the lines of 
the hand, patch rubber boots, win the affections of the opposite 
sex, make invisible ink, cast horoscopes, locate precious metals 
in the bosom of the earth, live to green old ages, and so forth. 
And I should judge that a gent who can waste all that valuable 
time and in the face of the present high cost of white paper 
keep from starving to death, is exceedingly and eminently 
able.” —Tom P. Morgan. 


ANGERING WIVES 
HAT do you find the most efficacious in causing your 
wife to lose her temper? Have you ever thought of 
this? If not, do so at once. It is an interesting study. Some 
wives become very angry at one thing while other wives pass 
over one thing with a serene countenance and only get mad at 
another thing. 

Husbands should master this subject as early as possible in 
their married careers. Very often it is necessary to make your 
wife angry on short notice, and when this necessity arises, 
domestic preparedness requires that you know exactly what to 
do. Those who want to go into the subject more deeply 
and study what it is that arouses the anger of other men’s 
wives will find it highly interesting and instructive.—E. O. J. 





It isn’t as if our statesmen who can’t understand what 


America is fighting for didn’t make a stab at it. 


Fair gardener—No overalls for me, my dear! See how splendidly my skirt 
measures off the rows! 
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A FELICITOUS 


By J.A. 











66 ELLO, DEAR!” She sprang from her motor im- 
pulsively. 
“Why, hello, Kitty! You here?” There was 
restraint in his attitude. 
“Then you aren’t glad to see me—after all these 
weeks! I thought——” 

“T didn’t expect to see you here. In fact I didn’t expect 
to see you anywhere.” 

“Why, Bert! You didn’t want to see me again—ever? 
Her eyes moistened. 

He was still on his dignity. Perhaps the discipline he had 
undergone and the new habit he had acquired emphasized 
his coldness. ‘Of course I'll not say that, after——”’ 

‘“‘After we have loved each other so long!” 

“Only six months.” 

“But long before our engagement! And you broke that, 
Bert—if it is broken!”’ 

“Well, you might interpret my ‘Good-by’ that night at the 


; 


” 


hotel——’ 

‘“Where you came to see me from camp without even 
phoning!” 

‘“* And found you dancing one of those vulgar dances with—” 

“Vulgar? Bert!” 

‘* All these queer dances are vulgar to the chap who really 
cares for a girl—when he sees her in another chap’s arms 
gyrating to the cacophony of a jazz band. Besides, I had 
warned you, Kitty!” 

“You had quarreled with me, Bert, time and again!’ 

“Tf you wish to call it quarreling, all right. But you are so 
frivolous—so pleasure-loving—so fond of the excitements that 
unduly sophisticate so many girls—while I am so quiet—so 
exact: about ~everything a 
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FORGETTING 


{LDRON 








“And so exacting! But it was all superficial to me, dear, 
really! When you asked me to postpone our marriage——” 

“Fora good reason. I had just determined to enlist—it was 
a prior duty—and to avoid gossip. You know what they say 
about young fellows, and even about girls, who rush into 
marriage at this time! Besides, I didn’t want to tie you down 
to a fellow who was going to France—to uncertainty—per- 
haps to——” 

“But I was willing! Yet you blamed me for trying to forget 
it all—for trying to divert my mind! It was at least as hard 
for me, Bert, to give up the idea, even temporarily!” 

“But even before that you were frivolous, Kitty. Too 
frivolous for me. As I have said, I am a sober person.” 

“Yet I found in you what pleased me, for people run to 
contraries, don’t they? And I was willing, even though I 
might reasonably have had some fear that your frankness in 
criticising me when we were but lovers might mean something 
more serious after marriage.” 

“But would you still be trifling, Kitty? I wished only to 
correct your tendencies. After marriage, if you were to tolerate 
the attentions of other chaps——’” 

“But you don’t know, Bert! It was only to bring you 
closer to me—to make sure of you—that I flirted a bit! I 
wanted to make you jealous. So many girls do just that, 
never meaning anything!” 

“T’ve heard that women, instead of men, really arrange 
marriage while the chaps themselves think they are dominat- 
ing the game. But how can a girl depend upon the affection of 
a fellow while she lets him see she is playing with another?” 

“T made you jealous, didn’t I?” 

“That is why I stepped aside and gave you a free field— 
as I do still.” 

















CUT OFF FROM HIS BASE 


“But I didn’t want you to do that! Haven't you felt 


really, Bert, that we shouldn't give each other up?” 
heir eyes were meeting, and there was a recurrence ol 


Somebody’s Darlings A. R. 
HENEVER I stroll the broad thoroughfare 
Either morning or noon or by night, 
\nd meet a fair damsel dressed fit for the show, 
(nd she looks not at me I instinctively know 
She is somebody’s darling all right. 


\nd in the great stores all abloom with their wares, 
Midst ribbons and laces and light, 

Where over the counter, her cheeks all aglow, 

I see the tall blonde, I certainly know 
She is somebody's darling all right. 


In the office and lobby, and station and hall, 
Wherever they fall on my sight, 

Chese wonderful creatures that flash to and fro 

Like the breath of the gods, I am grateful to know 





rhey are somebody’s darlings all right !—/ oe Con: 
MY CABLE ADDRESS 


ECENTLY I had my printer put my cable 

address on my letterhead. 

Then I nearly snickered myself to death 

I had gone about it seriously, thinking of the 
prestige that bluff would give me. 

But it is so hard to kid oneself! 

I have never had, and probably never will have, a cable 
gram 

I would be scared blue if I was handed one addressed to me 

But it is good letterhead bunk when you are writing to 
plumb strangers 

Yet seeing myself doing it and knowing why, I wonder how 
some of the others who have cable addresses on their letter 
heads can keep their faces straight. Strickland Gillilan. 


A PERTINENT QUERY 

T was at a Shakespeare Club in a small country town. The 

president of the club, a young lawyer, was giving his views 
on the Shakespeare-Bacon controversy, and closed his argu 
ment thus: “I feel sure Shakespeare wrote the plays, because 
he was a lawyer. No common man could have written them.” 
\ timid little woman, catching his eye, asked anxiously: ** Are 
there then no uncommon men but lawyers?”’ 





ippeal that thrilled him, though he tried to ignore it. ‘Why 
f should I have felt that?” 
“Because.”” She held up her hand. An engagement ring 
| was still in place. 
“Oh, that doesn’t matter so much, does it? I supposed you 
were keeping it as a souvenir. Perhaps as a trophy.” 
“Bert!” There were tears now. 
He couldn’t resist the impulse to take her hand. ‘Was 
that why you came to see me?” 
“No. You brought me.” 
“I? How?” 
“The flowers. Every day they care, just as they always 
had.”’ 
“He was silent a moment, and then he laughed. “I’m 
{ glad I forgot.”” He took both hands 
} “Forgot what?” 
‘To countermand the order!” 
SOME PEOPLE WE HAVE KNOWN 


NO LOTTS is a wise little trick. She isn’t through 

high school yet. But she knows much more than her 
old-maid teachers, not counting book learning and common 
sense. What she hasn’t read in the truth-will-make-you 
see magazines for the uplift of the home is worth reading, 
and it won’t take you long to doit. The rest of what she 
knows has been learned from various sources, which is 
the best thing that can be said about them. 

Ino has the original you-can’t-spring-anything-new-on- 
me gleam in her familiar eyes. *She leers at you as if it 
were the only up-to-date thing to do. Her parents don’t 
know whether to be proud of her or not, and they are half 
right. They allow her to go where and when she pleases 
and to dress as the chorus ladies don’t. 

Ino Lotts knows almost everything that she ought not 
know and nothing that she ought to. She believes that the 
world is an awfully wicked place and that everybody ought 














to know it. She will shortly marry either a young fool or an 
old idiot. Then she will be more certain than ever that 
she has always been right about everything.—//. WW’. Dee. 





Lieutenant—-| am to marry Bess on Tuesday, and leave for France 
on Thursday! 


Bessie’s best girl frierd—Allow me to congratulate you! 
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TOOK IT LITERALLY 


“This new lot of recruits is the worst yet, sir. I had them resting near the bank of the canal, and I gave 
the command: ‘Fall in!’—and all that happened was a big splash!” 


The Notion Counter 


By DOUGLAS MALLOCH 


Fk a few more nations get into the war, some enterprising 
convention bureau will find the peace conference worth 
going after. 

According to the returned summer resorters there must be 
exactly 365 lakes in the United States with 
exactly 365 islands in them. 

Mason and Dixon’s line is an imaginary 
line that divides the people who listen to 
from the people who listen at. 

The speaker thought that the man in 
the audience said ‘Quite right;”’ but what 
he really said was *‘ Quite trite.” 

The woman next door is just home from 
a summer resort with a tan coat that cost seven hundred 
dollars. 

Our part in the war is beginning to look a lot more serious 
to us, but so it is to the Kaiser. 

A lot of search for amusement is like climbing a hill to have a 
place to rest after climbing. 

Germany seems a good deal in the position of a man in a 
kelly game whose ball is dead. 

It is much easier to think of an excuse than it is to think 
of a reason. 

German sympathizers want to see Germany get what is 
coming to her and so do we. 

It is easy to think of a good reason why somebody else 
should not do something. 





A good many men have risen to make speeches, but only a 
few by making them. 

Washington is talking about making a fifteen-cent piece 
but not with the Kaiser. 

My friend Price has gone to the front; I expect to see him 
advance rapidly. 

The Hapsburg family is getting a reputation like a Pitts- 
burgh family. 

About the best paid work in the world is making a baby 
smile. 

The phonograph is not the only thing with a two-faced record. 

Avoid double meanings, or you will be only half-believed. 

One touch of Nature is all right, unless it is poison ivy. 

It is easy to love war, unless someone you love is in it. 

Some men’s friendship is like walking in sand. 


A PECULIAR VOLUME 
_ Y BOY, Coonrod, who is sorter trying to go with the 
girls, brung home a book of etiquette tuther day,” 
related Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “And it 
shore is a quaint dockymunt. It tells how to rise and set down, 
and when to eat soup—I s’posed everybody on earth knowed 
all about eating soup, but ’pears like they don’t. There is one 
rule that is pretty good, though. When you have made a call 
you should always leave the parlor backwards. That is so the 
people that you are depriving of your society can’t kick you 
some sense to that! But—aw-hum!—while the book may be all 
right for rich people it ain’t much good for common folks. | 
prowled clear through it, and couldn’t find a thing about how 
to pack a gun and the quickest way to pull it.” 
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INSPECTION OF THE REGULARS 





F ALL strivers after the Ideal 
none have so kindly a method as 


the architects responsible for those 
pleasing structures termed French pastry 


MUSIQUE GLACEE 


By LAWTON MACKALI 


ewe 


whose long nave affords sanctuary for 
whipped cream or custard. (Not neces 
sarily chocolate-roofed, however: the 
eaves may be tinged instead with a soft 











Whatever they create is delicate, delect 

able, imbued with sweetness. Putting aside the thought of future 
fame, these gentle artificers devote their labor to works as 
perishable as they are exquisite: meringues, sculptured in 
ambrosial stucco, that melt to nothing; roseate cakelets of 
which the crimson splendor endures no longer than a sunset; 
kisses that are all too brief; tarts, which frail as flowers, 
succumb quickly to hunger in the desert These crust 
craftsmen pour forth richness as song-birds do, creating 
rapture for but a precious moment. If ordinary architecture is 
‘frozen music,”” then surely this Gallic refinement of it is 
“musique glacée.”’ 

There are many styles, ranging from Perpendicular Gothic 
to Powdered Rococo—so many, in fact, that one could scarcely 
hope to masticate them all at a single sitting. (Two or three 
is the most I have ever been able to account for.) Yet each 
style, if found in its purity, merits attention as an embodiment 
of good taste. For even the humblest cream puff, despite the 
looseness of its design and the unpretentiousness of its exterior, 
has an interior well worth investigating. 

Perhaps the most important landmark in all the realm of 
pastry is the tradition-hallowed and chocolate-roofed éclair, 





Conoalescent—Wot's yer candid opinion, Doctor? Is there any danger o' the war bein’ over 


before I get on my feet again? 


patina of café au lait.) This mellow-hued 
pile, eminently edible, is cherished by multitudes of devotees. 

Another structure beautiful in ruin is the massive patty 
that serves as donjon-keep for oysters. Upon its crumbling 
ramparts parsley has found root, and encircling its fissured base 
is a broad moat of gravy. Gaunt, sugarless; no oyster can hope 
to escape. 

An equally notable tower is the stately white charlotte 
russe. Its impenetrable wall of cardboard, reénforced inside 
with a doughty thickness of cake, rises sheer from the glacis 
of the plate and terminates in crenelated battlements over the 
edge of which hang masses of cream, ready for the invader. 
Upon the topmost pinnacle is posted a sentinel cherry. 

Of contrastingly mild aspect are the various crisp terraces— 
those luxuriant Hanging Gardens, where fruits of every sort 
are spread out in gorgeous profusion: rows of gold-gleaming 
apricots; neat hedges of orange plugs; happy pears and orderly 
better-halves of peaches; a bed of sugar-fed strawberries, each 
tucked in snugly; grapes chaliced in fluted pie crust; jocund 
apple chips and banana checkers, cuddled cosily slice against 
slice. Truly a paradise in pastry! 

And there are a host of other fair shapes: the pantheon 
like Kossuth cake, beneath the 
low dome of which is a votive 
offering of cream; the amazing 
custard skyscraper, with its 
innumerable floors, no walls, 
and gaily iced roof; the Byzan- 
tine baba au rhum, inlaid with 
tutti-frutti mosaics and steeped 
in subtle enchantment; and 
countless others—fanes, kiosks, 
minarets, pavilions, reliquaries 
of jam—baffling description or 
digestion. 

Frail, ephemeral, created 
with no thought of perma 
nence; and yet we should 
hardly enjoy them more if they 
were built of everlasting 
marble. The craftsmen who 
design them, scorning personal 
glory, do not. sign their 
works. For theirs is the true 
aesthetic spirit, so rare in 
this commercial age. Their 
handiwork faithfully bears 
out the precept “Tart for 
Tart’s Sake.” 
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Something new in cars 


MOONSHINE 
By REGINALD WRIGHT KAUFFMAN 
SAY, Mistah Moon wif the smile so 
bright, 
Moon wif the dimpled chin, 
Ef I should pass yo’ way tonight, 
Tell me, will yo’ be in? 
I got a girl you ought to meet; 
Don’ yo’ allow no rain; 
En’ don’ be late, 
But at ha’f-pas’ eight 
Shine over Larrabie Lane. 


Jes’ peep down frou the branches green 
Where the fust leaves uncurled 
On the tend’res’ mouf yo’ve evah seen 
En’ the deares’ in the world: 
She hes eyes what outshine yo’ 
En’ nevah shine in vain; 
Ef yo’ want to try 
To beat ’em, why, 
Shine over Larrabie Lane! 


lhey’s some drinks I kayn’t decline, 
So, ef she tips her chin 
Twill her lips git close to mine, 
Sholy [’ll drink ’em in; 
Right that’s what yo’ say good-night; 
Don’ yo’ dare remain— 
En’ ef I try 
To kiss her, why 
Say, Mistah Moon, please shut 
yo’ eye 
Over that Larrabie Lane! 
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Thinking and Feeling 

HERE are those who spend so much 
time thinking that they have for- 
gotten how to feel. And there are those 
who are so sure of their feelings that 
they do not deem it necessary to think. 
Between these two unhappy extremes 

there is fortunately a happy medium. 


Merely Informative C0 


Conscript—I am the _ widow’s (N 
only son— 

Draft board chairman—Sorry, but 
we can’t exempt you unless— 

Conscript—Who said anything 
about exempting me? I’m telling 
you that with me out of the way 
maybe mother will land him. 


Expert Testimony 

He—You aren’t so interested in 
the second Liberty loan as you were 
in the first? 

She—It’s like my second divorce. 
The cause is better than ever, but 
one feels the tiresome sameness of 
procedure. 


To-Day 
To-day, the epicurean is a man 
who orders a lobster and a porter- 
house steak in his favorite restau- 
rant and then takes refuge under 
the bankruptcy law. 
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-The auto baby carriage for the modern infant. 


Practically Impossible 
Lerret—Don’t our courts render some 
funny decisions? 
Yadilloh—Ridiculous! A Western 
judge has just officially declared that 
man may have been married twenty-six 
years, and still hold opinions of his own. 
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One of the great perpetual problems of married life. 








JUDGE’S ARTISTIC ALPHABET 


FOR LANG 
CAMPBELL, 
whose pen, 
Depicting a bird or a hen, 
Of humor is quite full, 
And quaintly delightful 
His jocular sparrow and 


wren. 


7 IS THE CRAVW- 
FORD YOUNG, 
draughter, 
With the humorous touch 
Judge is after. 
With him golf a fad 1s, 
Ilis players and cad- 
dies 
Bring smiles, and then 
chuckles and laughter. 


"RIS FOR ZIMMER- 
4 MAN, “Zim,” 
Whose lustre has 


grown dim. 


never 


If we only had time 
And could make the 
things rhyme, 
We could write a whole 
‘page about him. 





When Willie “Washes Up” 


By J. LL. HARBOUR 


" OME now, Willie,” says mother, “I want you to go at 
once to the bathroom and wash yourself up before 
dinner. You hear me?” 

“Yes,” says Willie. 

“Well, then, mind what I say. Go and wash yourself up for 
dinner.” 

“I will pretty soon.” 

“IT know what your ‘pretty soon’ means, and I don’t want 
any ‘pretty soon’ about it. Now is always the time to do what 
mamma tells you to do. You remember that ‘Do It Now’ 
card I hung in your room?” 

“Uh-huh.” 


“You do? Well, then you apply what it says to washing 
yourself for dinner.” 

“T will soon as I——”’ 

“Soon as you do nothing else, sir! You always have some- 
thing extremely urgent on hand when it comes to washing your- 
self up. Look at your hands!” 

“T see ’em.” 

“T should think it would turn your stomach to look at them. 
I never saw anything dirtier unless it is one of your handker- 
chiefs—and that reminds me that Norah says that she will 
not touch your handkerchiefs if you put them in the wash as 
dirty as the two you put in last week were. She said they were 
enough to stop up the laundry pipes. What do you do with 
your handkerchiefs to get them so vilely dirty? I took fix 
out of your pockets last Monday and ail of them so black they 
would have done for emblems of mourning! But the condi- 
tion of your hands explains why your handkerchiefs are so 
dirty. Now you go and wash those hands and your ears and 
neck—the back of your neck too, remember.” 

“T don’t want to bother taking off my collar.” 

“Vou will ‘bother’ taking it off, for you can’t do anything 
washing your neck with it on. You hear me?” 

“T ain’t deef.” 

‘“*No impudence, Willie! That is one thing your mamma will 
not Stand for!” 

“Aw, gee! Can't a feller say that he isn’t deef without some 
one jumping on him with both feet and putting it up that he is 
impident?” 

“Tt was your tone of voice more than your words that made 
it impudent, and I want you to stop getting that tone into your 
voice when you speak to me! I have spoken to you a dozer 
times about it and you know that I never mean to speak ever 
twice to you about a thing. Now you march yourself right of! 
to the bathroom!” 

“Aw, what’s the rush? 
an hour yet!” 

“Tt will take you that long to get yourself really clean.” 

“Bah! I can wash up in two minutes!” 

“Yes, and the way your towel will look when you have used 
it! Norah says that she always has to boil your towels thre« 
times as long as she does the others and then they don’t come 
out clean! You just stick your hands into the water and then 
rub off what you can on the towel and call yourself washed! 
But I will have no more of that. Now you go and wash up and 
I don’t want one particle of dirt left on the towel. You going 
to mind me?” 

“Purty soon.” 

“4 boy in his last year in the grammar school saying ‘purty’ 
for ‘pretty’! But it isn’t going to be ‘purty soon’ nor ‘pretty 
soon’ about you washing up for dinner! It is going to be right 
now—right forthwith and faster! That is settled! Obey me 
instantly!” 

‘*Papa,”’ says mother at the dinner table, “will you look at 
Willie’s hands. I began three-quarters of an hour ago trying 
to get him to wash them and—look at them!” 

“Show up those hands,” demanded father. ‘“‘ Pull them out 
from under the table and let me see them! Wh-e-e-e-e-e-w! 
You scoot to that bathroom and wash those paws before you 
get one bite of dinner—scoot!” 

He “scoots.” 


Dinner won't be ready for half 


Conservation 
Westerly—I want to tell you that I am engaged to Miss 
Eminent of Boston, old fellow. 
QOuickly—Qh, going to put your heart in cold storage are you? 
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Be CYRIL 


‘6 P last we have a real play! exclaimed the Intense Young 

A Man. 

“What piece are you speaking of?’’ inquired the Old Fogy. 

“*The Deluge.’ I saw it day before yesterday, and haven’t 
been able to think of anything else since. It’s wonderful! You have 

a heard about it, I suppose?” 

“Very little.” 

“Well, it is a sort of realistic 
satire. The scene is laid in a saloon 
in a town out West. A group of 
people of contrasting types—a 
lawyer, a vaudeville actor, a 
wheat speculator, a girl of the 
streets, and others—happen in just 
as a terrific storm breaks; and 
they imagine, from various flood 
signs that follow, that a great new 
dam has given way and that the 
saloon, with its concrete walls and iron sliding shutters, is submerged 
Chrown together in this way and thinking they are all caught in a 
death trap, these people behave as human beings naturally would 
they reform. Every one of them, from the crooked lawyer to the hard 
as-nails saloon-keeper, turns suddenly good. Just when they have all 
become noble-hearted and virtuous, the way the characters do in 
Bret Harte’s ‘Outcasts of Poker Flat,’ the electric lights and tele 
phone and ticker start working again, and they discover that the 
supposed deluge was only a storm. Whereupon they all promptly 
slip back to their former natures. It’s a marvelous revelation of 
human selfishness. You must see it!” 

“Perhaps I ought to,” said the Old Fogy slowly. “Perhaps I 
ought to. And yet, why? Do I need to be taught, at my time 
of life, that people can be a pretty mean lot? I’m sorry to say, 
I don’t. So when I go to the theatre [am not eager to find 
myself present at an indictment of the human race, no matter 
how brilliantly and artistically the thiag is carried out. I go to the 
theatre with the same purpose that I have in mind when I go to a 
concert or pick up a book of poems: I want to be lifted out of the 
everyday world, rather than have its crudities and sordidness 
brought home to me.” 

“Then you’d rather the stage dealt with sentimentality instead 
of facts?” 

“No. Not sentimentality—but fancy, charm, whimsicality, 
quaintness, poetry. I'll tell you what I enjoyed lately: ‘Maytime.’ 
Have you seen it?” 

“But that is a musical comedy! I thought we were discussing. 

“Yes, a genuine musical comedy —-not the tawdry vaudeville-with 
a-chorus stupidity that Broadway calls by that name.” 





C U RT ATIN § 


iVNDREW 


“Good evening, friends!’’ said the Critic, who had been listening. 
“Are you two arguing the case of Realism vs. Romance?” 

“Yes, we were,” replied the Old Fogy, with a twinkle. “But now 
we'll place it before the Higher Court. What is your learned opinion 
on the subject ?” 

The Critic laughed. ‘“‘Mine? Why, I agree with you both. The 
drama should stick to the facts of life; yet life ‘as is’ is apt to be 
unlovely.” 

“Then you favor a compromise?” 

“Not exactly. My theory is this. Just as mankind is made up 
of two sexes, so the drama—and, for all that matter, all literature and 
art—is divided into two ‘sexes,’ Realism and Romance. Realism 
is bluff, downright, logical, unimaginative, lacking in amenity, but 
strong; Romance is alluring, intuitive, fanciful, soaring on wings of 
the spirit. Each is the complement of the other; each is necessary to 
the world. A stage that does not offer both of these during the same 
season is not truly fulfilling its function: for without the counterbalan 
cing influence of Romance, Realism sinks to coarseness and soulless- 
ness; and without the restraint of Realism, Romance wanders off 
into effeteness and mawkishness. 

“And so ‘The Deluge’ and ‘Maytime,’ being splendid examples 
of these two types, deserve the heartiest sort of appreciation. “The 
Deluge’ is really a masterly production. Every detail, from the 
admirable stage setting by Robert Edmund Jones to the words and 
actions of the least important character, is thoroughly consistent, 
has the stamp of genuineness. 

“But ‘Maytime’ fairly captivated me. Despite a poor fourth act, 
it is the most enchanting thing of the kind that I have seen in man) 
years. I felt as though I had stepped out of Broadway into the still, 
fragrant air of an old rose-garden. It is exquisite. The story is 
charming, the music is pretty, the humor is gay and delicate—especi- 
ally when delivered by that master mummer, William Norris—the 
hero can really sing and act, and Peggy Wood is altogether delightful. 

‘Adolph Bolm’s ‘Ballet Intime’ is another excellent example oi 
Romance—in this case, the magic 
beauty and enchantment of an 
imaginary Orient. Even so grim a 
play as ‘The Knife’ is mainly Ro- 
mance of a detective and medica! 
sort masquerading as Realism.”’ 

“But tell me,” said the Intense 
Young Man. “Realism criticizes 
life. Can Romance do that?” 

“Yes. The very fact that it is 
Romance means that it is a criti- 
cism of life. It presents things 
is they ought to be.” 
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A Sad Comfort 


Le Spirite boche Evoquant de chers Absents. 


German Spiritualist Evoking the Dear Departed.—Le 


Péle-Méle (Paris). 











Michel 


Vroeger dacht ik altijd alleen, dat beest zou me wel wi!- 


len opeten; nou denk ik, ik zou dat beest wel willen opeten. 
. Keeper—I used to be afraid only that he’d want to 
eat me; but now I’m afraid I'll be tempted to eat him. 
De Nieuwe Amsterdammer (Holland). 




















Camouflage 


The face is new, but it is the same old Imperial Prus- 
sian Junker Eagle trying to make the world think it is a 
Dove of Peace.—W estminster Gazette (London). 
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The Junker’s Joy-Ride—The Bystander (London). 
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Back from the Country and Feeling Fine 


Back from your vacation—feeling like a fighting cock. Lots of 
digging in to do—and in you dig. Hours crowded with work; no 
time for bodily exercise; hurried meals; nature’s signals unheeded. 







Then comes constipation. 

Ward off constipation—while readjusting yourself to a sedentary 
,occupation—with the Nujol treatment. The Nujol way is the 
safe, efficient way to regulate the bowels without irritation. 









Nujol is harmless as it is not absorbed into the system. It is the 
satisfactory, sensible method of freeing yourself both from con- 
stipation and from the use of harmful, irritating, habit-forming 
laxative drugs. Nujol is neither fattening nor heating. 


Nujol is sold in pint bottles only that are filled and sealed at the 
Nujol laboratories, never in bulk. At all drug stores. Refuse 
imitations. There is only one Nujol. Send for our Nujol booklet. 


Nujol (or conshpation 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY 


(New Jersey) 


BAYONNE NEW JERSEY 
Dept. 14 
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a xo a MODERN WOMAN 


Will you help 


E bring Christmas to the 


trenches ? 


i Christmas 


Box 


as a personal gift of cheer 


S for Each American 
Soldier at the Front 


Every member of the 
JUDGE staff is con- 
tributing. 


: Will You Help, Too 


No matter how small 
the amount. Sub- 
scriptions of a dollar 
and over will be listed 
in our columns, un- 
ie the donor requests 
otherwise. 


Make checks payable 
to Leslie- Judge Co. 


Address : 


© JUDGE’S 
Trench Christmas Fund 


225 Fifth Avenue 
New York 
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Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


By ANNA C 


A Reassurance 
" H, yes, I believe that women should vote,” 
O said a gallant gentleman to a fair suffrage 
organizer, “but as for holding office, that 
is out of the question. The drain on the vitality 
of Jeannette Rankin as the result of sitting 
through the long sessions of the House of Repre- 
sentatives during this hot Washington summer will 
undoubtedly sap her young womanhood in a 
way frightful to contemplate.” 

“Dear man,” responded the organizer, “cheer 
up! During one whole week in the hot month 
of July the House of Representatives was in 
session exactly fifteen minutes. Don’t you 
think that almost any woman could stand that 
strain without collapsing?” 


The Bitter Cup 

[' may be all very well (though we won’t 

admit it) for American women to have to 
ask American men for the vote, so runs the 
plaint of the suffs, but to have to ask unnatu- 
ralized alien men from countries where education 
is noted for its exclusiveness, and democracy is 
but a dream of a few fanatics: this is the cup of 
gall and wormwood to American women. 

And, be it noted, this is exactly what is 
happening in the state of Nebraska, where im- 
migrant men from any country under the sun, 
simply because they have lived in the state a 
few months and have said that they intend to 
become citizens sometime, have been permitted 
to sign the referendum petition that has suspended 
the act that gave presidential, county, and muni- 
cipal suffrage to Nebraska women, and they will 
be permitted to go to the polls and say chestily 
to American women, descended perhaps from 
the pioneers who came over in the Mayflower: 
“Go home and tend the baby. Voting is for 
men only.” 


The Sense of Justice a Primitive Virtue 
HEN primitive man started on the road 
to civilization he had a certain equipment 
in his moral handbag and certain other virtues 
(and other things) he picked up along the way 
and put in the bag, with the result that his 
original virtues sank ever deeper in the bag and 
became less accessible all the time. Such was 
the fate of his sense of justice. 

To cite a case in point: The other day the 
Chippewa Indians of Minnesota gave equal 
suffrage to the women of the tribe, and none of 
them, so far as reported, spent a sleepless night 
worrying over the consequences to the wigwam 
and Indian society. 

At about the same time in the ultra civilized 
commonwealth of Massachusetts the committee 
on woman suffrage of the constitutional conven- 
tion dug a pit and buried in it the woman suf- 
frage amendment, in spite of the fact that every 
man of them knew in his heart of hearts that it 
was but an act of simple justice. 


ADOGAN ETZ 


Now the men of Massachusetts want to be 
just to women, but when civilized man starts 
out to do justice to anybody, he finds himself 
so hampered with other considerations that blur 
the issue that it is practically impossible for him 
to produce justice out of his moral handbag with 
the simple twist of the wrist shown by the 
Chippewa Indians. 


It is Not Now as it Was Then 
R. PRESIDENT,” rose the clear voice 
of Susan B. Anthony in the midst of a 
shocked hush in a gr teachers’ convention in 
Rochester in August, 1853. And when the chair- 
man recovered from his horror he sneeringly 
asked, “What will the lady have?” 

She merely wanted to speak to the question, 
but as there was no historical precedent for a 
woman’s so wishing to unsex herself, she had 
to stand half an hour while the men thrashed out 
the awful innovation and when it was over 
victory was hers. The women drew their 
skirts away from her in scorn as she left the 
hall. 

In 1917 the National Education Association 
exclaimed with enthusiasm, “‘Mrs. Mary C. C 
Bradford!” and when the lady asked, ‘What will 
the convention have?” it answered, ‘Be our 
president.” 

And listen as one might to echoes from every 
nook and cranny of the educational world, 
never an echo of horror rends the air because a 
woman has burst the bounds of sex and been 
seated in a chair supposedly reserved for ‘‘men 
only.” 


Why this Lurking Fear? 
UMOR has it that in England Mr. Asquith 
was converted to woman suffrage and 
proportional representation in two consecutive 
breaths. And why? Well, rumor also has it 
that he feared that the enfranchisement of eight 
million women might lead to the politics of 

England being controlled by women. 

In short in fearful fancy he saw eight million 
women standing solidly together and by their 
votes putting men politically in the back seat, 
if not out of the arena altogether. Because 
proportional representation saves the minority 
from political suffocation, he grasped at it, in his 
wish to preserve the political prestige of his sex, 
much as a drowning man grasps at a straw. 

Now millions of women have had the right to 
vote in various places for decade after decade 
and yet the thing he dreaded has never hap- 
pened. In fact it has been proved to be exactly 
the thing that never will happen. 

Queer then, where the man got the idea, wasn’t 
it? In truth he dug it out of his own breast. 
For what he feared that women might do to 
men is the very thing that men have been doing 
to women ever since some one struck a match 
and lighted the torch of civilization. 
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Suffrage Snapshots 


By IDA HUSTED HARPER 


equal -pay -for-equal-work law for 

women. The Legislature passed the 
pill all right and then, as a New Orleans 
paper says, “by some accident the Gover- 
nor’s signature was not obtained before the 
General Assembly adjourned!” Oh, well, 
accidents will happen and Louisiana women 
are quite accustomed to this kind. Two 
years ago the men of the State accidentally 
by an immense majority voted against al- 
lowing them to sit on school and charity 


| OUISIANA has just missed having an 


boards. 
# 


OME interesting flashes of truth were re- 
vealed in the recent suffrage debate in 
the British House of Commons. “We can- 
not expect justice to be done to women when 
every member of Parliament has an exclu- 
sively male electorate,” observed Sir J. 
Simon. ‘*Women would be very hard to in- 
fluence,’ objected Sir F. Banbury; “‘when 
once a woman makes up her mind nothing 
will move her.”” Seems as if this doesn’t 
carry out the clinging vine idea. But Lord 
Hugh Cecil put the case in a nutshell when 
he said of this measure to enfranchise all 
men and a small part of the women: ‘And 


yet the women are almost the only people” 


who care twopence for the gift the bill 
offers.” In other words the suffrage was 
literally thrust upon the men and grudgingly 
doled out to the women. 
«+ 

LLAN ANDERSON, the new controller 

of the British Navy, is the son of Dr. 
Elizabeth Garrett Anderson, the first woman 
mayor in Great Britain, almost the first 
woman physician and one of the earliest and 
most active suffragists. And with all this he 
seems to lack a good deal of being “femi- 


nized.” 


HE anti-suffragists say they might turn 

their association into a war relief so- 
ciety if they didn’t all the time have to fight 
the suffragists. But since they claim to 
represent go per cent. of the women why not 
detail a squad of ten per cent. to watch 
the suffragists and use the other eighty per 
cent. for war relief? It looks as if they were 
like the men who get married in order to 
have the excuse of a dependent. 

# 

A* Illinois legislator introduced a bill to 


prevent women from wearing high- 


heeled shoes. ‘‘How can a woman be a good 
wile when she is suffering the tortures of the 
damned?” he asked. But wouldn’t a bill to 


bring the husband down a few pegs remove 
some of the tortures? 


* 
[R RABINDRANATH TAGORE has 
published a touching poem entitled, 
“Where is the market for you, my song?” 
hey are troubled with overproduction in 
India also, it seems. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 


50¢ “Its purity has made it famous.” 
00c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. (Adv.) 











At rare intervals, when there were slack spells in 
the work, he was permitted to trudge to school. 





























The Boy Who Pegged Shoes. 
W. L. Douglas Pegging Shoes at 
Seven Years of Age. 


Sixty-five years ago W.L. Doug- 
las started acquiring the knowl- 
edge of how to make good shoes. 


Known 











N: L. DOUGLAS 


«“ THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS SHAPE” 

$3 $350 $4 $450 $B $6 $7 «$8 
You Can Save Money by Wearing 
W. L. Douglas Shoes. The Best 
Shoes in the World. ¢ 

.L. Douglas name and the retail price 

is stamped on the bottom of every pair 
of shoes at the factory. The value is guar- 
anteed and the wearer protected against 
high prices for inferior shoes. The retail 
prices are the same everywhere. They 
cost no more’in San Francisco than they 
do in New York. They are always worth 


the price paid for them. 
he quality of W. L. Douglas product 
















\ 


is guaranteed by morethan 40 years BOYS SHOES 
experience in making fine shoes. The Best intheWorld 
$3 $2.50 $2 


smart styles are the leaders in the fashion 
centresof America. They are made ina well-equipped factory at 
Brockton, Mass., by the highest paid, skilled shoemakers, under the 
direction and supervision of experienced men, all working with an 
honest determination to make the best shoes for the price that 
money can buy. 

BEWARE OF FRAUD. None genuine unless 


W. L. Douglas name and the retail price is 
stamped on the bottom, TAKE NO SUBSTITUTE 


For sale by over 9000 shoe dealers and 105 W. L. Douglas 
stores in the large cities. If not convenient to call at W. L. 
Douglas store, ask your local dealer for W. L. Douglas shoes. 
If he cannot supply you, take no other make. Write for booklet, 
showing how to order shoes by mail, postage free. ‘ 


President 
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO. 
145 Spark St., Brockton, Mass. 














‘*‘War Babies’’ 





: — 
Willd AALELTS 


"THIS amusing picture, in 
full colors,9x1 2, mounted 

on a heavy mat, ready for 
the frame, will be sent post- 

\ paid for twenty-five cents. 


Judge Art Print Department 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 

















New Discovery 
Removes 
Constipation! 


Says Cathartics Are Dangerous 
and Habit Forming 











HERE is now a new way to remove the cause 
of constipation, auto-intoxication, and the 95 
per cent of all human ills which result from 


intestinal congestion, without the use of habit-forming 
medicines or vigorous exercise. 





This new discovery is founded on one of the oldest 
and soundest methods of treatment—massage. By 
means of a device known as the Kolon Motor, concen- 
trated exercise is administered to the colon, which all | 
authorities agree is the seat of constipation. This | 
device, which operates by hand, actually exercises 
the lazy muscles of the colon and induces regular and 
natural action with none of the injurious effects of 
physics, at the same time strengthening the intestinal 
muscles. The Kolon Motor can be attached to any 
wall and is instantly adjustable to any height for adults 
or children. Recommended by physicians and used in 
leading sanatoriums. Let us send you free a most inter- 
esting and helpful book, “‘ Colon Cleanliness,” which has 
just been published, explaining the vital importance of 
keeping the colon free from accumulations of putrefy- 
ing, germ-infested, disease-breeding toxins, and showing 
how and why the Kolon Motor solves the problem for 
the first time. Address Martin’s Method, Incorporated, 
Department 569, 105 East 30th Street, New York. A 
postal will do, but write to-day. 


Fastest Typist Tells 
Secret of Speed ! 


Miss Dolores Bingham of Los Angeles, Cal., 
the fastest typist in her city, says: 

“The speed and accuracy I have gained has 
been due tothe Tulloss Course in New Way 
Typewriting. Every stenographer in the United 
States can derive great benefit from this sys- 
tem; this applies to the beginner, the ‘sight’ 
writer, the ‘half-and-half’ writer, the so-called 
‘touch’ operator and others.” 


The New Way in Typewriting 
is an entirely new system, based on Gymnastic 
Finger ‘I'raining. Already thousands of stenographers have in- 
creased speed from 30 to 40 words a minute up to 80 to 90 words a 
minute, and they a,e cara es to $40 a week as a result of the 
No interference th present work. Learn at home. 
Ww rite today for free book ono — the sys- 
the Course ddress 


tem and quc low special p 
THE TULLOSS SCHOOL, 8529 College Hill, Springfield, Ohio 











training. 
Only to easy lessons. 










Free Trial 


[{ PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHESTS 
7 Your choice of 100 styles of the famous 
Piedmont genuine Boutbern Red Cedar 
Chests 15 days’ free trial. We 
= A the freight. A Piedmont protects 
uw weolens and plumes from moths, 
Distinetively 










New Catalog 
Redueed Prices 
economical, Finest Xmas or wedding gift. 
page catalog with reduced prices. 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., 


mice, dust and damp. 
beautiful. Wonderfully useful and | 
Write today for big new 64- | 
Postpaid free. | 


Dept. A., Statesville, N.C. 











PARKER’S 
HAIR BALSAM 


A toilet preparation of merit. 

Helps to eradicate dandruff. 

For Restoring Color and 
Beauty to Gray and Faded Hair. 


60c. and $1.00 at druggists. 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME | 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for **Needed Inventions’ and ‘“‘How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 
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A Little Lower 
-I’m afraid these Louis XV. 


Fair One- 
heels are much too high for me. Perhaps 
you have lower gona about Louis X. 
would do, I think.—London Opinion. 
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If you wish something exhilarating get 


NEXT WEEK’S 


JUDGE 


characteristic cover, by 


JAMES MONTGOMERY 


fs entitled 
‘Doing His Bit.” 


There are several stirring War Cartoons, 
and all the illustrations are up-to- 
date, the artists being 


ORSON LOWELL 
CHARLES SARKA 
EMIL FLOHRI 
ARTHUR T. MERRICK 
ZIM 


FLAGG 


C. BERTRAM HARTMAN 
WESTMACOTT 
PAUL CARRUTH 
CARL ANDERSON 
BARKSDALE ROGERS 


BILL PAUSE 
DON HEROLD 
C. W. ANDERSON 
KEMBLE 
F. L. FITHIAN 


And others representing the cream of the profes- 
sion. The text, as usual, is sprightly, 
humorous, satiric, by 


1 {| WALT MASON 
STEWART WELLS 
TOD CHENEVIX 
ELLIS O. es 
JANE BURR 
LAWTON MACKALL 
MINNA IRVING 
DOUGLAS MALLOCH 
BENJAMIN DeCASSERES 


And others who make JUDGE 


the leading magazine of its class. 
































Righteous Indignation 
“Give you money to buy a crust of bread? 
Don’t you read the papers? ... Food- 
hog!’’—Bystander (London). 














The Royal Road 
The good man—Dear, dear, can you not do 
without such dreadful profanity? 
The bad motorist—Do you never swear? 


The good—Never. 
a thing. 

The bad—Well, buy a blanked dash motor- 
car, an’ you'll blankety soon learn.—Sydney 
Bulletin. 


I am incapable of such 











Copyright, 1917, by Leslie-Judge Company. 
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SUBSCRIPTION RATES 


One year, 52 numbers - - - - - - - - - $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers - - = - - - - - - 2.50 
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The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in both the 
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Wanted All the Spoils—An old colored man charged with stealing 
chickens was arraigned in court and was incriminating himself when the 
judge said: a 

“You ought to have a lawyer. Where’s your lawyer? 

“Ah ain’t got no lawyer, jedge,”’ said the old man. 

“Very well, then,” said his honor, ‘‘I’ll assign a lawyer to defend you.” 

“Qh, no, suh; no, suh! Please don’t do dat!” the darky begged. 

“Why not?” asked the judge. “It won’t cost you anything. Why don’t 
you want a lawyer?” 

“ “Well, jedge, Ah’ll tell you suh,” said the old man, waving his tattered 
old hat confidentially. ‘‘Hit’s dis way. Ah wan’ tah enjoy dem chickens 
mahse’f.”-—Chicago News. 


Mistaken Identity—The other Monday afternoon a woman rushed 
excitedly down an alley in a poor quarter of Manchester, and, stopping at a 
house, knocked loudly. 

Receiving no reply, she knocked a second time. Still no answer. 

A third time she knocked, and then a window above was hastily flung 
open, and a woman whose appearance betrayed signs of a sudden awakening 
leaned out. 

“Well, what is?” she asked. 

The woman below looked up and exclaimed, with bated breath: 

“Mrs. Skinner, yer ’usband’s got ten days!” 

“Dear, dear me, Mrs. Jones,” was the reply, ‘‘is that all? ‘Ow yer did 
unnerve me! Ah thought it was that scarecrow after the rent agin.” —Tit- 
Bits. 


The Lesser of Two Evils—‘ My dear friends,” said the hostess when 
all her guests had assembled, ‘‘I am delighted indeed to have you here. | 
want everybody to have a perfectly good time, and I am going to do whatever 
I can to make the evening a success. I have tried to think of some kind of 
a programme that would please everybody, but I find it a difficult thing to 
do, so I am going to ask you to help me out of my trouble. We can talk about 
the war and thus have a lovely time, with a few fights incidentally perhaps, 
or my daughter Penelope will recite Kipling for you. Which shall it be?” 

Prolonged shouts of ‘‘War!”’—Dayton News. 


His Nerve—‘“Here’s a nickel for you, my man,” he said to the frayed 
and ragged-looking individual who stood under the porch with extended 
hand. “I’m not giving it to you for charity’s sake, but merely because it 
pleases me.” 

“Thankee, but couldn’t you make it a quarter and enjoy yourself thor- 
oughly, ma’am?”—Pittsburgh Chronicle Telegraph. 


More Later—Small boy—Whaddye doin’, mister? 

The artist—Sketching. 

“Why did you choose this spot?”’ 

“On account of the atmosphere.” 

“There'll be more of it “long toward evening.” 

“How is that?” 

“’Cause then the breeze usually blows over this way from the cheese 
factory.” 


His Generosity—A ‘‘Tommy,” lying in a hospital, had beside him a 
watch of curious and foreign design. The attending doctor was interested. 

“Where did your watch come from?” he asked. 

““A German give it me,”’ he answered. 

A little piqued, the doctor inquired how the foe had come to convey this 
token of esteem and affection. 

“°E ’ad to,” was the laconic reply.—Toronto Globe. 


Flattered—The heroism of France has made the French language popular. 

On this head there is a story illustrating the tact of M.*Jusserand, the 
French ambassador. 

A senator at a luncheon said to M. Jusserand: 

“Taka—er—eska voo voo-ly—I mean—er—passy-moi, sill voo play— 
er— 

M. Jusserand laid his hand on the senator’s shoulder, and in his excellent 
English said: 

“My dear sir, my very dear sir, do, please stop speaking French. Your 
accent is so Parisian that, positively, it makes me homesick.” —Philadel phia 


Bulletin. 


_ Missing—‘Children,” said the Sunday-school superintendent, “this 
picture illustrates today’s lesson: Lot was warned to take his wife and daugh- 
ters and flee out of Sodom. Here are Lot and his daughters, with his wife just 











Howan American Fights 


Twenty Greasers | 
bit the dust before | 
this lone American— | 
sole survivor of one | 
hundred and eighty 
who for eleven days 
held at bay five thou- 
sand Mexicans led 
by the treacherous, | 
bloodthirsty ne 
Anna. 

Backed against a. 
wall, using the 
keen, death dealing 
| 
L 


“Betsy” as an iron 
war club, the oldfrontiersman 
hurls defiance at his enemies 
as they swarm about him, 
leaping like hounds upon a 
great stag. 

But numbers tell. They 
pull him down, bury their 
bayonets in his great heart, 
spurn him, spit upon him. 

Thus died “Davy” Crock- 
ett, typical A merican, 
one of that numerous band 
of American fighters in the 
cause of human liberty whose 
inspiring stories are so splen- 
didly told by Cyrus Town- 
send Brady in this New 
Edition of 







AMERICAN FIGHTS AND FIGHTERS—Patriot’ s Edition 


AMERICAN HISTORY FROM THE 
AGE OF DISCOVERY 

The Thrilling Adventures of Hernan- 
do de Soto; Gentlemen of the Black 
Flag; Under the “Jolly Roger”; Black- 
beard; The French and Indian War; 
The War of the Revolution; Washing- 
ton’s Greatest Campaigns; Sea Fights 
of the Revolution; The War with 
France; The War with Tripoli; The 
Second War with England; The Ameri- 
can Wasps and their Victims; The 
Creek War; The Seminole War; Te- 
chumsch, Greatest of the Indians; Sam 
Houston and Freedom; The Rough 
Riders of °68; Chief Joseph’s Own 
Story; The Modoc War; South Ameri- 
can Fights and Fighters; Stories of 
Whaling Days; Famous American 
Duels; Col. James Bowie of Bowie 
Knife Fame; and hundreds of other 
stories of thrilling adventure and hair- 
breadth escape. . , 
GIVEN TO PROMPT SUBSCRIBERS 
A Copy of the Greatest Fighting Docu- 
ment Ever Penned by Man 


THE DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE 
Certified by the late John Hay, 
Secretary of State 

A Facsimile in Color, Illuminated by 
the Coats of Arms of the United States 





and of; the Original Thirteen States. 
Size 32 x 22 in. 

ARTISTS WHO HAVE ILLUSTRATED 

AMERICAN FIGHTS AND FIGHTERS 

Remington, Schreyvogel, Blumen- 
schein, Crawford, Aylward, Marchand, 
Williams, Schoonover. Reproductions 
from rare old prints, maps, diagrams, 
photographs, sketches from’ life, many 
now published for the first time. 


THIRTY-TWO AGAINST THREE 
THOUSAND 


Let not the Hun lay the flattering 
unction to his confident soul that inferi- 
ority in numbers is a serious drawback 
to the American fighting man. Victory 
in the face of tremendous odds is his 
great specialty. Marvel over that 
wonderful story of the thirty-two Amer- 
ican Troopers against The Three Thou- 
sand Sioux Warriors at Piney Island, the 
most remarkable and overwhelming 
victory ever won by soldiers on any field. 

These six volumes are packed full of just 
such stories of American prowess and 
valor. Not to know them is to miss some 
of the finest thrills that the whole history 
of human bravery affords. 


ONLY $1.00 NOW 


and coupon, bring to your door, charges 
prepaid, these six inspiring volumes, 
beaut itully bound in cloth, printed on 
splendid paper, in good, clear type, 
each volume 84 x 5% inches. 
Your money back quick if you do not 
declare these six volumes the most 
interesting books you ever read—BUT 
Don't Neglect to Send Coupon Today. 








Brunswick Subscription Co. 

1116 Brunswick Building 

New York, N. Y. 

I enclose $1.00 first payment on 
the set of AMERICAN FIGHTS AND 
FIGHTERS, to be shipped, charges 
prepaid, with the large facsimile of 
the Declaration of Independence. I 
agree to remit $1.00'a month for 6 
months following their receipt, and a 
final Saymeat of soc. Otherwise I 


will, within 5 days, ask for instruc- 
tions for returning them at your ex- 
pense, you to refund my $1.00 on 
receipt. J. 9-15-17 
PET vicccvvcsonesscvecsscenees 
MOOSE 2 ccccccccccccescscsccsece 
Gocmpatte. ...0.scccccceceses eee 
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xual Knowledge 


tLow RATED 
By WINFIELD SCOTT HALL, M.D., Ph.D. 


SEX FACTS MADE PLAIN 


What every young man and woman— 

Every young wife and husband 

Every father and mother 

Every teacher and nurse —should know. 
Complete in one volume. 






ane 






$ Maids ~~ AMERICAN PUBLISHING COMPANY 
«mpper 909 Winston Bidg., 


Cloth binding —320 pages many illustrations. 
POSTPAIO Tabie of contents, and commendations, on request, 


Philadelphia. 











MEIKE’S PRESS CLIPPING 
BUREAU 

We will send you all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be ‘‘up-to- 
date." Every newspaper and periodical of im- 
portance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. Tegms, $5.00 for 100 notices 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York 

















Just off Sth Ave. 


| HOTEL WEBSTER | 





of shopping district. 


$2.50 up. Send for Booklet A. W. JOHNSON QUINN. 


40 W. 45th St. 


The most beautiful of 
the City’s small hotels. Four minutes’ walk to 40 Theatres. Center 
Much favored by women traveling alone. 





Inventions Commercialized 


on cash and royalty basis. 


ADAM FISHER MFG. CO., 


2111 Railway Exchange 


Inventors should write at once. 





St. Louis, Mo. 


behind them; and there is Sodom in the 
background. Now, has any girl or boy a 
question before we take up the study of the 
lesson? Well, Susie?” 

‘*Pleathe, thir,” lisped the latest gradu- 
ate from the infant class, ‘‘where ith the 
flea?”’—Ladies’ Home Journal. 


Cautioned—Y oung mistress—Y our mas- 
ter thinks cook ought to boil our drinking 
water. Tell her to start today. 

Maid—Yes’m. 

Young mistress—And tell her to be sure 
not to burn it.—London Opinion. 


If—‘‘ The dance craze would soon die out 
if 

“Tf what?” 

“If you could pass a law compelling 
husbands and wives to dance with each 
other all the time.’’-—Detroit Free Press. 


Railroading—TJrate parent—I warned 
you boys, and now I’m going to switch 
you for making such a racket. 

Bobby—Well, switch Johnny. We’re 
playing train and he’s the locomotive.— 
Boston Transcript. 


What the Boss Requires 
P in Canada there is a successful business 
concern that expects, as most successful 
concerns do, that every employee shall do his 
full duty. To assist him in the task that con- 
cern places conspicuously before him these 
“Ten Demandments”: 

t. Don’t lie. It wastes my time and 
yours. I am sure to catch you in the end, 
and that is the wrong end. 

2. Watch your work, not the clock. A 
long day’s work makes a long day short; and 
a short“day’s work makes my face long. 

3. Give me more than I expect, and I will 
give you more than you expect. I can afford 
to increase your pay if you increase my 
profits. 

4. You owe so much to yourself you can 
not afford to owe anybody else. Keep out of 
debt, or keep out of my shop. 

5. Dishonesty is never an accident. Good 
men, like good women, never see temptation 
when they meet it. 

6. Mind your own business, and in time 
you'll have a business of your own to mind. 
“ 7, Don’t do anything here which hurts 
your self-respect. An employe who is willing 
to steal for me is willing to steal from me. 

8. It is none of my business what you do 
at night. But if dissipation affects what you 
do the next day, and you do half as much as 
I demand, you'll last half as long as you 
hoped. 

9. Don’t tell me what I'd like to hear, 
but what I ought to hear. I don’t want a 
valet to my vanity, but one for my dollars. 

10. Don’t kick if 1 kick. If you’re worth 
while correcting you’re worth while keeping. 
I don’t waste time cutting specks out of 
rotten apples. 

The young man in business—and no few of 
the old men as well—can get a good deal of 
profit from close perusal of these demands 
of the Canadian firm. A quiet self-examina- 
tion of himself will develop in his own mind 
whether he is giving his employer all that 
employer has a right to expect. And it isa 
good deal easier for needed reprimands to be 
self-administered than to come from the 
“‘hoss.’’—Houston Post. 








Introducing a Lady Pirate! 





Captain Kidd’s Treasure 


It’s hardly fair to 
show this fascinating 
person without her 
true colors. She is 
one of Flagg’s best. 


This print, in full 
colors, 9x 12, mounted 
on a heavy, double 
mat, ready for the 
frame, will be sent 


for $0.25. 


JUDGE ART PRINT 
DEPARTMENT | 


225 Fifth Avenue 
NEW YORK 


Judge 9-15 
JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
225 Fifth Ave., New York 
Enclosed is $0.25. Please send * Captain 
Kidd’s Treasure” as advertised to 
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With the College Wits 
rate! Pacmemmmmemnna.2 000000 4 


Reverse Case—Boob—Most things that 
are bought go to the buyer. 


Simp—Y eah, all except coal, and that 
goes to the cellar.—Awgwan. V ers one 


» Feeling Is Believing —Golpher—Say, 
did you see where my ball went? 


Innocent bystander—No; but I felt where ? 
it landed —W idow. mo e-=- un r 
bal 


Gear-Shift—S/e—When I changed from 


high to low —— 
He—Why, I didn’t know you had a car. 
She—No, I meant shoes.—Burr. 











O you know what it means to find yourself at the end of a good, hard 
day’s work with nothing to smoke? You women-folk ask your men about 


It, Grad!—Planter—Have y ; ; - 
a, a pair ne ry Bac e that feeling. You men—remember the last time you were caught with- 
tion? ; out the “‘makin’s”’ or a grain of tobacco? 

Grad by request—Oh, yes; I raised quite . ° , ‘ , 
fittle roa ‘while i 8 * per ti " Now think of Uncle Sam’s fighters in France, out there in the thick of 
Chaparral. things fighting your battles. 


Don't let them go smoke-hungry. They’re fighting a good fight—see to it 
that they have at least this bit of comfort. 








teeth Mine Soe he 


McC GER 
Figure yourself, or someone you love, standing in a trench with death just 
around the corner most of the time, and then when relief comes, digging into the 





to 
tobacco pouch and find it empty. 
14 This sort of thing will never happen if you come across promptly and 
> generously today and send in your contribution (anything from a quarter up) to 
: “Our Boys in F Tobacco Fund” 
ur DOYS In France 1obacco run 


Army officers who know from actual experience how much tobacco can do 
to keep the fighting-man’s spirit up—the Secretary of War and the Secretary 
of the Navy—all endorse this fund. 





Arrangements will be made to buy the tobacco at cost, so that your 
quarter will put forty-five cents’ worth of tobacco into the pouch of the man 
on the firing-line. 

The distribution of the tobacco will be in competent and experienced 
hands. Every cent donated will go towards the purchase of smokes. Rent, 





rT 2 O fw Se 


“TI see the performers in that bicycle act 
at the Star have been arrested.”’ 

qopring it.” Wher postage, salaries are contributed. 

Pedaling without a license.” —IVidow. 


Embarrassing Moments—The R. O. 
T.C. rookie who has been exhibiting his skill 
before a group of Sunday afternoon callers, 





OUR BOYS IN FRANCE TOBACCO FUND 


suddenly discovers that a recently-graduated 

member of West Point is among those 25 W. 44th St., New York 

present.—Record. 

HA TS the story. Now you Enclosed find » te RE 6 ean packages of 
. A Good Beginning—Geraldinc (tear- liberal men and women do your oe pen tha Boys in France Tobacco Fund"’ for American 
: . ing-men in France. 

fully)—Jack, our engagement is at an end, bit. = : 
-- and I wish to return to you everything that I understand that each dollar buys four packages, each with a 

you have ever given me. . , , retail value of forty-five cents and that in each of my packages will 
> Jack (cheerily)- -Thanks. you may begin Fill out the coupun in the corner be placed a post card, addressed to me, on which my unknown friend, 

i " 3 Be ay & before you set this paper down and the soldier, will agree to send me a message of thanks. 


at once with the kisses.—Burr. 
get it inlo an envelope with your con- 





| ) __Paradoxical tribution before you do another blessed Name ...........--. 
Young Cupid is a marksman poor : 
Despite his love and kisses, thing. 
For though he always hits the mark, a hc ade aida ad Ok on oe 
He’s always making Mrs. 
—Awgwan. GI 6 isk di c'doe dined th hiwty aes anes 
Judge 9-15-17 
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Subscribe to the 
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‘“‘Laugh and the World 
Laughs With You’’ 


There are laughs galore in every page of Maurice 


Switzer's 
Satire & Song 


As a fun maker and all-round gloom dispeller 
this work is simply irresistible. 


If a good laugh is better than a dose of physic, 
then SATIRE & SONG will actually save scores 
of doctor's bills 


The Author is a New York business man with a 
keen but kindly outlook on life, and a rare sense 
of humor. He puts his observations of life over 
the plate in the sort of verse that burns holes in 
the memory 


“She Wasn't Over Twenty, But She Knew Her 
Little Book" pictures a type of the female of the 
species that will be instantly recognized 


With all the fun there is a vein of deep npacsophy 
| such ballads as * Life's Poker Game," ‘Hy 

of the Down and Outs,” “ Opportunity," ‘Bus- 
picion,”’ “The Coat of Content 


And there's “The Broadway Mother Goose" 
and those delightful travesties, “The Ruby Yap 
of Homer K. Yam," “The Song of the Skirt 
and “The Purple Raven.’ 

What O. Henry did for some American types in 
prose Maurice Switzer has done in verse, and no 
ess convincingly 


Kipling himself never did anything better than 
Little Jane Horner" 


‘Had the lady been wood, she might have stayed 


In the gloom of her beanery cell; 
But being just flesh, she got caught {n the 


mesh 
Of desire’s drag-net which ts hell." 


If you want to shine a8 an entertainer among 
your friends, SATIRE & SONG Is better than a 
night at the Follies. It scores a hit every time, 
and there ts a lilt and swing in Maurice Switzer's 
verse that make you remember the wor 


Only a small edition of SATIRE & SONG, with 
unique illustrations in color, and in attractive 
Art Binding (size of volume 8 1-8 inches by 6% 
inches), designed for private circulation among 
the author's friends, has been published. Because 
of the merit of the book we have prevailed upon 
the author to set aside a few copies for our patrons 
whom we shall be pleased to supply at a price 
representing, approximately, cost of manufac- 
ture 


SATIRE & SONG will be sent postanlé to your 
address on receipt of a $1.00 bil But send it 
TODAY. There are only a few copies for general 
distribution. To get one you must be prompt. 
Money back if not satisfied. 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 

















| Passing the Mustard 





“Sponge”” Was Right —‘Mrs. Flubdub 
wants to borrow some sugar, some eggs and 
some flour. Evidently going to make some 
sponge cake.” 


“Sponge cake is right. But why does she 
sponge entirely on us.” — Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 


She Doesn’t Care — 
than eat.” 

‘*But what does your wife say to that?” 

“Oh, she doesn’t care. She'd rather play 
bridge than cook.”’— Detroit Free Press. 


“I'd rather play golf 


Nowadays—" It is customary to seal a pro- 
posal with a kiss, is it not?” 

“It used to be, but nowadays it is considered 
best to have a witness.’’—S?. Louis Post-Dispatch. 


The Private in the Ranks 
The men who go to take command 
Are splendid men and true 
The colonels and the captains, and 
The slim lieutenants, too! 
Let each intrepid leader hear 
A grateful nation’s thanks, 
But let us not forget to cheer 
The privates ia the ranks. 


He must possess a hero’s heart 
Who takes command and leads, 
Commissioned in the warrior’s art 
To serve his country’s needs; 
But, splendid as his courage is, 
And, loud as is his praise, 
No less a hero’s part is his. 
Who marches and obeys. 


Our leaders, with the brave enrolled, 
Will neither stay nor swerve, 
And shame oa him who would withold 
The praise which they deserve; 
Proud wreaths that they, in future years, 
Shall wear are being twined 
But let us not deny our cheers 
To those who march behind. 
S.E. Kiser in Dayton News. 
The Best Plan—‘ Washington was a truth- 
ful man.” 
“I’ve got the habit myself now. 
the best plan if you marry a widow. 
Courier-Journal. 


I think it is 
”— Louisville 


What It Indicates—‘‘ What is the meaning 
of a shower bouquet for brides?” 
“T guess it indicates the beginning of a reign.” 
—Baltimore American. 


Unless—‘‘ Do you think, since I have prom- 
ised to be Will’s wife, that I ought to confess 
to him that I was kissed once by another—many 
years ago?” 

“Oh, no, I don’t believe it is necessary for you 
to tell him anything about it—unless, of course, 
you desire to boast.” —Dayton News. 





No One Took Advantage—"* This seems to 
be a very dangerous precipice,’’ remarked the 
tourist. ‘I wonder that they have not put up a 
warning-board.” 

““Ves,”’ answered the guide, “it is dangerous. 
They kept a warning-board up for two years, 
but no one fell over, so it was taken down.’”’— 
Harper's Magazine. 


rt abe ea 


Went Farther Then—The subject of the 
physical prowess of George Washington was 
being discussed. 

“He threw a dollar across the Potomac River 
once,”’ asserted Frank McKindles. 

“Yes, but a dollar went farther in those days 
than it does now,” retorted Charlie Bellis — 
Detroit Saturday Night. 


Why They Were Smaller—Mr. Bacon— 


Did you make these biscuits, wife? 


Mrs. Bacon—lI did. 
Mr. Bacon—They’re smaller than usual, aren’t 
they? 


Mrs. Bacon—They are. 
less to find fault with. 


That’s so you'll have 
—Vonkers Statesman. 


The Defence—Hodge—I went to a fair yes- 
terday and paid $5 for a kiss from a pretty girl. 

Podge—That’s cheap! I went to court yes- 
terday and paid $2000 for the same thing.—Town 
Topics. 


Pertinent Inquiry — Father (to rebellious 
five-year-old)—Don’t tell me you won’t. 

Daughter—Well, papa, what must I say when 
I mean I won’t?—Topeka Capital. 


Nothing New—‘Are those jars you are 
putting your preserves in, sterilized ones, Mrs. 
Jay?” 

“Oh, no; 
American. 


just common. glass.”’—Baltimore 


Suspicious—‘ He said he was a millionaire’s 
son, and I find he is working for ten dollars a 
week.” 

‘That looks suspicious! 
couldn’t get over five dollars. 


Bulletin. 


A millionaire’s son 
”*—. Philadel phia 


A Notable Feature—Sol Smith’s orchestra 
furnished the music. A notable feature of the 
grand march was the increased number of dress 
suits.—A ntler (Oklahoma) Times-Record. 








SUMO, ReMURTa Ga ee 


In New York Theatres 











Sarah Bernhardi—Knickerbocker. Famous French actress 
in repertory. 

Business Before Pleasure—Eltinge. Highly laughable adven- 
tures of Potash and Perlmutter in filmdom. 

Cheer Up—Hippodrome. Mammoth vaudeville and spec- 
tacle. 
Deluge, The—Hudson. 
novel theme. 
Daybreak—Harris. 
life. 

Eves of Youth—Maxine Elliott. 

Grand Opera Re pertory—44th Street. 
popular operas. 

— Koo—Liberty. 
ces: 

loner Man, The—Cort. 
with Wilton Lackaye. 

Lassoo, The—Lyceum. 
comedy. 

Leave it to Jane—Longacre. 
formed into a music ‘ai show. 

Love o' Mike—Casino. Musical success of last season. 

Man Who Came Back, The—Piayhouse. Last year’s success 
still running. 

Mary's Ankie—Bijou. Overacted, yet fairly-amusing farce. 

Masquerader, The—Lyric. Drameatization of popular novel. 

Maytime—Shubert. Exceptionally charming and well-acted 
play with music. 

Oh, Boy!—Princess. 

Passing Show—Winter Garden. 
is not for babes. 

Peter Ibbetson—Republic. 
From last season. 

Tailor-Made Man, A—Cohan & Harris. Extremely clever 
comedy on theory that clothes make the man. 

This Way Out—Cohan. Comedy by author of * 
Cooks,”” Frank Craven, who acts leading — 

Wanderer, The—Manhattan Opera House. ectacle revived 
from last season. 

What Happened to Jones—48th Street. 
successful farce of many years ago. 

Ziegfeld Follies—New Amsterdam. Gala revue. 


Admirably acted realistic drama on 
Artificial melodrama of modern society 


Notice later. 
San Carlo Company in 


Raymond Hitchcock's greatest suc- 
Effective drama of regeneration, 
Light but clever and entertaining 


“The College Widow" trans- 


Smart musical comedy at close range. 
Sumptuous vaudeville that 


Unusual play acted by star cast. 


‘Too Many 


All-star revival of 
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But this is only one of many true stories of the brave men and 
beautiful women who made history for over two thousand 
years, showing the extent to which Love has shaped the des- 
tinies of mankind, has ruled in Court and Camp, has exercised 
imperious sway over the hearts of men and women’of high de- 
-has in its wildest expression destroyed empires and wrecked 


eree 
brilliant careers—that are told in 


F Stranger Than Fiction 


The lives of illustrious men and women 
are always stranger than the day-dreams 
: of fancy. They alone feed the heart and 
instruct the mind, while satisfying the 
cravings of imagination. In these days of 
war's alarums we hunger for the rea/—for 
nourishment of soul such as is found in 
the deeds of these famous men and women 
whose lives are eternal founts of inspira- 
tion to every one in whom there is latent 
heroism or latent romance. Let every 
American home be illuminated by the 
presence of the heroes and heroines whose 
stories are told in these pages. 


Entertainment That Instructs 
Never was there a set of books—no 
matter how costly—that will compare with 
this for entertainment and instruction— 

© and the stories have the supreme merit of 
being absolutely true. Is it any wonder 
that the appetite of the reading public 
demands edition after edition—that no 
home or school library is considered com- 


plete without these wonderful books? 

We follow the fortunes of the great Cesar as he 
— extends the boundaries of Rome to include all the 
= known Mage of the earth; we are with him on the 
= fatal i f March when the fires of an all-consuming 
mehisin Mm were forever quenched by the life blood 
drawn by the assassin’s knife. We see how a woman’s 
wiles turned aside the tide of Rome’s destiny and 
therefore that of the world. 

History in the form of Biography is our great 
instructor. The lives of famous characters are the 
beacons that will guide us s afely on the voyage of life, 
thou gh the sea of time we navigate is full of perils. 

Sut with FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 
guide it is no longer an unknown sea. It has 
been traversed for ages, and there is not a sunken 
rock or treacherous shoal which is not marked by the 
wreck of those who have preceded us. 


as our 
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Love and the British Empire 


The pretty feet and shapely ankles of this Norman peasant 
girl made her the mother of William the Conqueror. 
Robert of Normandy not been fascinated by the unconscious 
display of these charms while the maid was playing in the brook, 
so we are told,—Harold, the last of the Saxon Kings, would not 
have fallen at Hastings—there would have béen no Anglo- 
Norman dynasty in Britain—no England as we kfiow it today— 
no British Empire rolling back the Teutonic hordes-inthe present 
great war for freedom and democracy. 
the roots of the present reach into the past. 


FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 


16 Gold Top Volumes 
Rich Cloth Binding 
Each Volume 
8x5‘ inches 
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Thus we see how deep 


Had Duke 


4300 Pages; Large, Clear Type 
Extra Heavy Paper 
48 Full Page Illustrations 
in Sepia 
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Partial List of Famous Characters 
Every One a Wonderful Personality 


Send 





These are the men and coupon Today 


women who made history Se —_ — 
of their own day, and acclaimed the most re- 

: - . markable ever made— 
whose example, as guide |why it has taken the 
or warning, is the most |te@ding public by storm 


p 2 —why it is necessary to 
precious part of our heritage Jact quickly to take 
from the ages. advantage of it 











Alexander the Great 9. Xerxes 
. William the Conqueror 10. Julius Cesar 
. Cyrus the Great 11. Nero 
. Hannibal 12. Cleopatra 
. Peter the Great 13. Darius the Great 


on Out Wwh 


Marie Antoinette 14. Josephine 
Mary Queen of Scots 15. Queen Elizateth 
Henry IV 16. Alfred the Great 


. . 
Price aud Terms Fit Every Purse 
No home circle where current events are subjects of serious 
study can afford to overlook the educational value of these 
sixteen volumes on which we have placed, on this new edition, 
an introductory price within the reach of every purse. 


Only $1.00 Now With the Coupon 


brings these 16 Gotp Top, Intensely Interesting Volumes 
Right to Your Door, charges prepaid. And you have a 
who'e year in which to pay the balance, if desired. 

Figure it out for yourse f: For the trifling sum of 3 (and 
a smé all fraction) cents a day for one year you have the privi- 
lege of knowing, even more intimately than their own con- 
temporaries, these famous men and women whose favors 
cost fortunes in their own day—of seeing them under every 
vicissitude incident to their high state. 

It is to the seed sown by these characters around whom 
the history of the past revolves that is to be traced the events 
now convulsing Europe in the greatest of all wars between 
democracy and absolutism. 

But the price named in the coupon must be advanced if 
the immediate response to this Introductory offer does not 
promise a quick sale of the entire edition so as to bring the 
selling cost within the amou:.t originally set aside for that 
purpose— 


Don’t Therefore Delay—Mail Coupon Today 
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ee SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY 
116 Brunswick Building, New York City 


| E Bn. is $1.00 first / payment on the 16 volume, Cloth, 
Gold Top, set of FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 
to be shipped charges prepaid. I agree to remit the full In- 
troductory price, $13.00, at the rate of $1.00 (or more) per 
month following receipt of books. Otherwise, I will, within 
five days, ask for instructions of their return at your ex- 
pense, my $1.00 to be refunded on their receipt. 

| Name 


Address 


State... eT 
J. 9-15-17 


Occupation 





There's health in 
POSTUM 

















